There was no delay. On that very foggy morning of 127
August sixth, about three o'clock, Pilsudski marched out
from Krakow with three companies of his Legions. They
numbered one hundred and sixty-three. Only one com-
pany had modern repeating rifles. The others had old-
fashioned ones, an 1879 model. There were eight caval-
rymen, but of these eight five carried their saddles, hop-
ing to get mounts on the Russian side of the frontier.
Some of the men, those who were strong enough,
carried extra rifles—one, or even two. "The little one/",
their youngest member, had three; he was a fifteen-year-
old boy, tall for his age, in a Boy Scout uniform, who
wept and wept until they agreed to take Kim along.
Today, a very tall, well-built man, director of an impor-
tant enterprise in Warsaw, he is still called "the little
one" by his friends of the Legions.
The men had two hundred cartridges apiece. They
had a war chest of a hundred crowns. Thus the Polish
army set out that summer morning to wage war with the
empire of the czar, to win independence for Poland.
The Poles had taken the initiative!
It was not ideal. It was not what Pilsudski had
hoped for. But he thought all they lacked was compen-
sated for by the necessity of war, by their Polish patriot-
ism, by the enthusiasm and sacrifices of his men. A
handful of adventurers with intrepid hearts, marching
to the conquest of their own country.
They started northeast from Krakow toward the fron-
tier separating Austria and Eussia. Pilsudski had re-
ceived from the Austrian authorities a permit to pass the
frontier. Beyond that nothing. No one had invited him
to organize the Polish Legions and take command of
them. His relations with the Austrians were not definite
and clear. They had no agreement. He had asked for
arms-, but would accept no political conditions. No
one knew the exact status of the Legions. March on!
The first Polish force since 1863 was actually in the field.

